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his eyes, he saw on the horizon nothing but clouds as
black as night, or red as blood. About his tottering
throne he perceived an air rank with a fatal taint of
decay and treachery. Doubtful of everything, no
longer forming illusions, he vowed to throw the final
cast, to conquer or die; but Providence was not to
consent, and he would have smiled pitifully if any
one had predicted to him that he would survive the
catastrophes and humiliations concealed in the imme-
diate future. It was through his pride that the great
man had sinned, and it was in his pride that he was
to be punished.